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ThcTragcdic 

lie winnc our ancient right in France againe, 

Or dye a fouldier as 1 liu’d a King, 

Cio. Short (banners lightly hauc a forward fpring. 

Enter jong Torke.Haftings, Car dm ill. 

$mc.No\n in good time, here comes the Duke of York*, 
Prtn, Richard of Tw^how fares our noble brother; 

Tor .Well my deare Lord ; fo mu ft 1 call you now. 

Trin. 1 brother to our griefc,as it is yours : 

Too late lie dide that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Glo. How fares ourcoufen noble Lo.of Tor he ? 

Tor.l thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds are faft in growth ; 

ThcPrince my brother hath out grownc roc farre, 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle 
glo . Oh my fairc coufen,I muft not fay fo. 

Tbr.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

G/c.He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you V ncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litlecoufen,with allmy heart. 

Prin. A begger brother? 

TV.Of my kind V ncle that I know will giue. 

And bemgbutatoy.which is no gift to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, ile giue my cofcn. 

Tor. A greater gift l O thats the fword too it. 
g/o. 1 gentle co fen, were it light enough. 

Tor.Q then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In w eightier things youlefay a beggernay. 

Glo.lt istooweightieforyou grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were itheauier. 

G/w What, would you hauc my weapon little Lord } 

Tor. I would that I might thanke you as you call me,. 

Glo , Mow l Tor. Litle. 

PriftMy Lo : of Torke will (till be crolfe in talker 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tor You mean e to beare me, not to beare with me : 
Vncle, ray brother raockcs both you and me, ^ 
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of R ichard the Third, 

Recaufethat I amlitle like an Ape. n 

He thinkes that you lltould beare me on your fliouldcrs* 

Buc. With what a lharpeprouided wit he reatons, 

To mittigate thefcorne he giue his vncle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning and lb young is wonderfull. 

CloMy Lo; wilt pleafe you palle along ? 

My felfe and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To mcetyou at the T ower,and welcome you. 

Tor. What will you goe vnto the T ower my Lord ? 

Prin . My Lord Protell.rwiM haue it fo, 

Tor.l Ihallnot flcepci n quiet at the Tower. 

Glol Why; what Ihould you feare ? 

7or.Ma.ty my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granara told mehe was murdred there, 

‘Prin, I feare no vnclcs dead. 

C/o.Nor none that liuc, I hope. 
prin, And if they liue* I hope I need not feare# ^ 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on thcm,goe 1 vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt. Prin.Tor.Hafl/Derfmanet.BiJb. Buc. 

£#r.rhinke you my Lo ; thislitic prating Yorke, 

Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and (come you thus opprobrioufty ■ 

G/u.No doubt,no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy. 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward.capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 
j?#r.Well let them reft .-comehither Catesbj, 

Thou art fworneas deepely to effetft what we intend, 
elofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpontheway : f 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an cade matter 
To make William L. Hafiings afourmindc, 

For the mftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcatetoyallofthis famous Ile ! 

Catef. He for his fathers fake lb loues thcPrince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

£«c,What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, whatwill hei 

F a Cat. 


